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SvcBicgs Aitiuiejncnt* 

^tA/ Columbia. 

OG«sn giow'^cl, 

_ Aad earth unvcii’d her virgin bread' 
aupreme raid nature’s vaft abode, 

dread beheft 

«ite Columbia, brave and free, 
ioize the globe and bound the fca. 

lo dafknefs wrapp’d, with fetters chain’d, 

tsr-u L, snd blind. 

With blood the human hand be flain'd ; 

power, the bumaa mind, 
i^ife, CoJumbu, Bcc. 

Atlaatic foods, 

J he ftar-dire^led pilgrim fails ! 
bee . fellM by commerce, float thy woods, 
And cloatb’d by Ceres, waves thy vales I 
Rife, Columbia, icc. 

in vain fiiall thrones, in arras combin’d, 
i he facred rights I gave, oppofe ; 

In thee, th afylum of mankind, ^ 
h.iall welcome nations had rep'ofe. 

Rife, Columbia, See. 









^ior yet, tho’ fKiil’d, delight in atm ; 

Peace and her offspring arts he thine 
Thv^ face of freedom fcarce has charms 
When on her cheeks no dimples fiiin 
RiTe, Columbia, See. 



Kindly fmtiing o’er the plain, 

Bids rejoice each nymph and fwasas: 

Blefs’d within the chequer’d ihade, 

\\ hile his flock is (afe at reft 
Hark . the fhepherd's pipe is play’d 
Kanturc glowing in* his breaft, 

WhiiC fweet Philomela’s throat, 

Soft returns each varied ,note. 

Night with all her fable train,^ 
^Hsftens with a fole.nn nace, 
iiv ry nymph, and ev’ry Twain, 

Now their happy cottage trace | 
inus concludes the birth of iWao, 
■Acd the Village Hoiiday. 

S-wed Pel! ef Plymsuth. 

Q WEET Poll of Plymouth was my de 
when forced from her ro go, 
A'down her cheeks ran many a tear, 
my heart was filPd with woe I 
Cur anchor weigh’d for lea we flood, 
the land we left behind, 

Ber tears then fwell’d the briny flood,, 
my figns increas’d the wind. 

We plough’d the deep, and now betweea 
'iv! now lay the ocean wide. 

For five !on^ years I have not feea' 
my fwcet bonny bride j 
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That time I rail’d thevwarld arouad,'] 
ali for my true lore’s (ske) 

But pref^d as homeward we were bouadj 
I thought my heart would brake» 

The prefs gaag bold L aik d in Taig, 
to fet me once on (bote, 

I long’d to fee my Poll again, 
but law my Poll no more; 

And hare they torn away ray !o?e, 
and is he gone ?-.-(he cry'd. 

My Poll the fweetell flower of May, 
then languilb’d, droop’d, and dy’d» 

The Return of poor Jack. 

W Hat cheer, my dear Poll, did’nt I tell 
you as how, 

That perhaps I fhould laughing comeback; 
Now you plainly perceive that my words 
have come true, 

So accept a lalute from Poor Jack. 

My heart’s rig’d with truth, and my boB-;;, 
efty fight, 

Not a ftrip of faile colours 1 wear ; 

And thecompalsof love has direfled me right 
To be biefs’d with the charms of n.y fair. 

So d’ye fee that the chaplain 

.. in one, *. . 

Let roe fleer thee to hymen’s kind £hore„ 
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For Jack is refolv’d.until that lhall bedoire, 

To depart from his Poll no more. 

Let your fine couirtly lubbers pataver and 
boaft. 

Who ne'er fail’d on firceritv’a main, 

Let’em cowardly fkulk upon flattery gcoafl, 

Such buccanier fwabs I dildaia. 

It ne’er fhall be faid that Jack; has yet tc 
learn 

How to guard fuch a Comfort as you ; 

Do you think 1 ’ll croud convafs and dros 
you aftern ? 

No i Ihiver my Jib if I do. 

So now, my dear girl, let me take you in tow 

Since I’m fafe anchor’d on Ihore ; 

For until'fore the chaplain I’ve plighted 
my vow. 

I’ll part from my Polly no more. 

Let the mild breeae of virtue ftlll waft 
thee through life. 

By the helm of fair conflancy fleer, 

Nor the locks. nor the Ihoals, nor the 
quick-fands of flrife, 

Start my planks, if you ever need fear, 

NTaufe why d’ye miad» while that littJs 








rmitme on watch up above, 
aits itniimg i-u f,.e fnan the cable of 
Can the tempell of tave map uiw 

truth, r I ^ 

Or drag from the anchor *of love. 

So coil up your doubts, ray fwect charmer, 
not ifeUik . ^ 

Tfv b^ wieck’d oiV raisfortirae’s lee niorc ; 
aouid ad«r0.y board us,.og«hor m 11 tok 
A I. 1 rrt nart anv more. 


The flostiag quill be eyes ; 

When rifiag from the op’ning fiood, 

A humid raatd he Ipies ; 

She fweetly fung, fhe fweelly faid. 

As gaz’d the woad'riBg twain ; 

Why thus with murd’rous arts invade 
“ My placid harmlefs reign 1 
Ah, didit thou know, how bleft, how fn 
The finny miriads ftiay, 

Thsu’dtt long to dive the limpid fea, 
“ And live as blcfi as they. 

f‘ The fun, the lovely queen of night, 
tSeneath the deep repair ; 

** And thence, in ftreamy luhre bright, 

“ Returns more frefh and lair. 

** Nor tempts thee yon mtheriai Ipace, 

“ Beting’d with liquid blue ! 

Nor tempts thee not tny piftur’d face^ 
To bathe in worlds oi dew I’/ 


nmates, rera.emcer, om 

r ■ . < ' 

GUiu * * t ’Tf- 

rrp.bcok ha preach d to us oil, 
a mighty Commander, whom all 

r.ud obey, ^ 

I order good chriftians aloft, 

fall rav dear girl, ‘he lights 

VOUf fsCCj • r e 

;t fniv’ling your pleafure 

imbers! I like not Iquals to take 

Imooth bofom’d ocean of joy. 

land then, my love, with the CUr- 

ent of biiFs, _ 

jaretchiog lor hymen’s kind fhorc 

il we re united, depend upon this 
frnm inv PoUv no more. 


"The tide in gurgling eddies rofe, 
Il reach’d nts trembtiug teet: 






Mis feesrt with fond impatience glows 
The promis'd joys to meet. _ 

S© fuog the {off, the winning fair ; 

A!as ! ill-fated Twain ! , 

.Balf dragg’d, half pleas’d, he fiaks with hi 
Aod se’cr was fees again! 

‘Tbs humble Roof. 

W Hen firft the hjlmhle roof.I knew. 
With farions cares I flreve, 
My grain was fcarce, my .fhecp were fc' 
My-aff-ef life was love. 

^lutwal totl onr boatc was drefs d ^ 

The fpri»g oar drink bellow’d; 

Bnt when her lip the bfitn had prels d. 
The cop with ne£lar flow’d. 



Hs had three Ions, as yoti 'fliall find, 

T 0 take what the old atan left behind; 

O then he can’d 'nis oldeft Icn, 

Saying, my glafs is almolt run. 

And if to you my mills 1 make, 

Tel! me what toll you intend to take ? 

Honour’d father, my name is Jack, 

Out of ev’ry bufhe! i’ll take a peck, 

Out of ev’ry bgfhc! that- 1 do grind, 

So that a poor man a good living may find. 

You fool, you fool, the old man faid, 
You have not learnt the miller’s trade, 
Therefore to you the mills I’ll not give, 
For by that loll ho poor man may live. 

O then be call’d his fecond fon, 
Saying, my glafs is almoft run, 
r^ad it to you my mills I make, 

1 ell me v/hat toil you intend to take ? 

fionour'd athcr, my name is Ralph, 
Out of ev ty bafhti I’ll t;ke half. 

Out of ev’ry bulhe! that 1 do grind. 

So that s poor man a good liv.ng may find 
You fco), you fo >l. the old man faid, 
You have not learnt ihe miller’s trade, 

1 hcrefore to you the. mills i’ll not give, 
For by that toll no poor man carr live. 

O then he call’d his yaungelt fon. 
Saying, my glals i- almoft run, 

And if to you ray tBills i make, 

Tell EE8 whai toil you iatesid to lakei; 






Honour’d father, I am your youngefi foa 
In taking U)U is ail my fuB, 

Before i will a good liriag lack, 

I’i! take aii the corn and Iwsar to the fack. 

You ars my loa, the old man (aid, 
ror you hafe learnt the mii'er’s trade 5 
With you the mills ftiall ftill abide, 
jishd the» he ciosM his eyes and dy‘d, 

Majif Andris Soliloquy^ 

*0 Etutn ye raptur'd hours. 

When Delia's heart was «ine|. 

When (he with wreaths of flow’rs. 

My temples did entwine. 

sso jealoufy, nor care, 

Corroded in my breafi 5 
But fifions light as air, 

,Pre!ided o'er my relt. 

But now around my couefej 
NO airy tr fions play •, 

Sto flowers deck my b(ow-“ 

Each weary’d bohday. 

for far from ihefe fad p’ains, 

T he lovely De ia flies v 
’Whi e wreck'd wtih jealous pa'as»»o 
'Ibe wte-tciicd Audre-*'di®s» 


■ \ 
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H ATi^r^i^ 9«LiJWBrA. 

„ !r umbia ! happy land ! 

Who r sen-born hmi, 

wto f J irt lreedom’scaufe, 

bled in freedom’s cauU®, 
And whc« the (form of war v.as gone 

■ 1 1 ° your valor woti--- 

Eetlnaependencebeourboafl, 

Ever tnindfu! w-hat it cod • 

Ever grateful for the prize/ 

Let .ts alter reach the fties. 

^ unit^-d let 11$ 

1? brothers join'd/ 

^ ® and lafety we mjl Hait , 

loiniortsi Patriots ^ ttfm ^ 

^ no r„de „e *irt impdu, hS. 

Hwt truth ,„d iartice »i r " 

^-i=-etyfthei“„rho 'irs- 

r-™. united le. usbe, ® 

Kaifyiog^ &C* 
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Rios round the vof Id with loud appjaufe. 
Ring round the world W)th loud appiaule. 
Let c?’ry clime to freedom ccar* 

Xiften with a joyful ear, 

With equal fhill, with god-hke power. 
He governs in the iearial hour 
Of horrid war, or guides with eaie. 
The happier times oi honelt; peace. 
Firm, united let u» hef 
Railyicg, ^c. . ' ) 

Behold the Chief who cammapd*, 
Once more to ferve hiseouniry ftands. 

The rock on Which the ftorm, will 
The rock'on which the ftorm wiU beat, 

But arm’d in virtu^e/firm and true, 

His hopes arc fix’d on Heaven and You, 
When hopes was fmkmg in dilnray,^ 
When glooms obfeur’d Columbia s day. 
His fteady mind, from changes free, 
Relolv’d on Death or Liberty; 

’ Firm, united let us be. 

Rallying round our Liberty ; 

* As a band of brothers join’d, 

Peace and lately we Ihaii find, 

'f ‘ - ■ ^ ■ . ■ ' . 

' The Sailor Boy. , 
rinHE fea was calm, the (ky ferene, 
|_ And gently blew the eallern gaiCs 
When Anna feaied on a tock. 



Watch’d the Livona’s lefs’iiiag fail ; 
To heaven (he thus her pray'r addrefs’4 
Thou who canft 6ve, or canft dsftroy. 
From each lufrounding danger guard. 

My much lov’d little failor boy. j - 

When tempens o’er the ocean howl. 

And even failors flirink with dread. 
Be fome proteiling angel near ' 

To hover round my William’s head e 
He was belov’d by all the plain. 

His farher’s pride, his naother’sjoyi 
Then lafely to their arms reftorq 
Their much lov’d little lailor boy,. 

May no rude foe his courfe impede j 
Conduct him lafely o’er the waves | 

O may he never be compell’d 

To fight for power, or mix with llaves^s 
May fmijing peace his fteps attend. 

Each rifing hour be crown’d with joy,' 
As bleft as that, when I again 

Sfiali meet my much lov’d fiiilor boy,’ 

l^ancy, er tbet Sailer*s ysurnatl 

y'T’WAS p»ft meiidian half paft four, 

V X By figwaM from Na«cy mrtad ; 

At fix ihe linger’d on the {hofi, ? 

Wish upiifi iaadi* and br©kca hearted 5 







At while saughtening the fore ftay^ 

J itw her fiim, or elfe 'twss fancy ; 

At dght we all got under wayj^ 

And ibil a long adieu to Nancy, 

K;§ht came on, and kow eight bells Mid ittr-ls 
While carelels Sailors, ever cheary, 

On the mid watch fo jovial f“nf> 

With tempers labour cannot weary* 

I little to their mirth inclined, 

While tender thoughts xufKed on my fancy^ 

‘And tny warm fighs increas’d the wind, 

Peek’d on the moon, and thought of 

And now arrived that joirial nighty 
When every true bred lar caroufes, 

Wheu, o’er the grog, *11 haads delight 
To toift their fwce;h«arli and their fpoufer. 

RoundTwent the can, the jeft, the glec^ 

While tender wifhes hlicd each ^ncy J 
And when, in turn, it came to me, 

I heav’d a hgh, and soaited Nancy. 

Next mem a Aarm came on at fo^rr^ 

At Ax, the elements in motion, 

Plung’d »o and three poor Sailors more 
Headlong within the foaming ocean. 

Poor wretches! they foon found their graver, 
Fofime, it may be only fancy, 

But love feem’d to forbid the waves 
To Cnatch me from the arms of Nancy* ^ 

Scarce the foul hunicanc was , 

Searce wind* and wav«> had sealed tofatue. 
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I Cfy^d I, who v/ould roaosj 
That like me had a home^ ^ 

Where Pd fowj sad where Fd reap^ 

Ere I left my poor plough to go ploughiisg the 
When fv/eetiy the horn 
CalPd me up in the morn, 

Ai laft fafe I landed, and in a whole &iBj 
N«r did I make any longer tlay, , 

Ere I found by a friend, who t aik^^d rot my 
Father dead, and my wife ran away. ^ 

Ah t who but thyfelf, faid I, haE thoti to biafitef 
Wives lohng their hufb tnds oft lole their good 

I name® 

Ah I why did I roam. 

When fo happy at homes 
I could fow and could 

Sre I left my paor p’sugh.to go ploughing t^e deep 

When fo fweetly the horn 

Call'd me up in the morn. « 

Curfe' Itghion thecarfindo and th* incdnltan? wina 
That made me to go and leave my dear behind. 
Why ifth’jt be the cafe, fasd this very faKie inend 
And you bo no more minded to roam. 

C ve u» a fhaite by the fill:, all caie’i at an ero, 
Dit-’s alive and your vs i e’s I fe at heme. 

S a h' ftiring with joy, I icap'U out of my 
Buis’d my v»if*. mo.her, and all of my kin* 

Now sry'd I, bt tlem roam 
Who vvani a good he me, 

I am well, fo I 11 keep, i_. t 

Nor astam leave the plough to go ploughing th* 
One* move fhail the horni [deep. 

Call me up in the morn, _ 

Nor fhsl'. any carfindo, nor the inconftant wind, 
Sre tempt me so go and leave my dear behind. 



Larrf O Briaa, 

I AM lately return’d from the ocean. 
Where fire, blood, and balls are in triOtieOy 
And for fighting I never had a notion. 

It will never do for Larrc O'Brian ; 

I could box on fhore like a fon of a whore, 
I could knock the dogs,by my foul half a fcore 
I never tho’t it eiever for the bails to kiiock 
out the liver of poor Larre. 

Blood and ouas ! where’s the gaby that will 
tarry. 

It will never do for Larre O'Briaa, 

I am lo tight that no one can come near me. 
And for wit I will engage no one can conie 
near me, » 

And for- fighting they ail need to fear me, 
They will find theirmatch in Larre ©‘Brian. 
So tight and fo free, when I firft went to fea. 
Who the devil Ihouid they pop in an office 
but me. 

With my feraper, how vapour, blood and 
ouns! they made a fweeper of poor Larre 
Blood and ouns ! where is the gaby that 
would tarry ? 

It will never do for Larre O*Brian. 

There is a ditty little midfhipinan milk fop 
And he orders' me up to the tip top, 

‘^ ndthen my bead went round like awhiptop 


\ t was cruelly For Larre 0‘Bnan, 

Afailor he went and he let down a rope, 
Where they ty’d it round my middle, 

And haui’d me up, I kept fqucaking, I kept 

fqueakinj. 

►While the detsls they kept hauling of poor 

- Larre. 

While the fca was a baWiDg.^ 

My ftomach was fore grumbling. 

I wilh’d myfelf fafe into Dublin, 

Safe landed with Larre O'Brian. 

The firft thing they gave me was like a fack' 
Where one cut me down, by ray foul, broke 
my neck.h 

Where they wh’pt me^ aad flript me, 

Such a fagging, (ure Aey tipt me, O poor 
Larre. 

The ncKt thing th ey all went t@ fighting, 
A thing that I never took delight in, 

A natty dirty trick, they did me frighten. 
Sure they all fmeit poor Larre O'Brian ; 
And the wood and the fiiot, 

And the devil knows what. 

I could not tel! whether my head was es 
or not ; 

But free from pain, I left the main. 

And the devti may go there again for Larre 


Bunker-EllK the Death sf Gen JFarrm 

Tune,~S.i.llino Cailla. 

H e dy’d for his country—ram osij ‘ear®. 

His death has banilh’c! all our leai , 

You daughters of Columbia mo.rn. 

With trsfl'et loofe, and hearts forlor . 

Atnidft the heaps of Bfiddi flam, ^ 

Thv Warren’s body ftrews the pia't*» 

His precious blood was fhcd for you, 

O leVuB Ibed our tears in lw«» 

-When Britain’s tyrant, o’er thsjwavsj. 

Had f«nt his iltstes, to tniike 

Thy gallant WAp.aEsi, ftstlef* jaood, 

And dar’d, the angry torracte ..opa. 

Pals with affright, the foe rettrW, 

Swift as he hurls Columbia » hre^. 

But now he’s gone, his fpmVt «>f» 

prom earth, and leeks us kindred ft-ief. 

You fons and daughters ofthe land, 

From all hit virtues tears demind. 

You foldiers and you farmers, neir 

Your hero’s glories with d 'e»r- 

And you of Bolton, who have ^ 

Oft in i-our a.eets his warhke mem, 
loin in the genoial ° 

Which freedom gives t« treedom s ehtef, 

, ^he pretty Girl TLeve. 

J ACK Oakham was a gallant tar, 

And doaied on his lovely rO-LL, 
Whole charms were like the nrorningfiar^ 
' And radiant as the beams oi poi s 







IO life and for each other true. 

They fwore by ev'ry iVint above* 

And lack wheretfer failing t*. 

Gafs, Here’s the pretty gul I kfC. 

It happen’d once tbey^ made a port, 

• TYhere biauty held its magic reign ; 
And each bold tar in ain'rous fport. 
Forgot the perils ot the inain : 
Round weniS the glafsand jeft at whim, 
The fon^and toaft at ee ry move ; 
Blit Jack whene'er they call d on him, 
Gave, here’s the pretty girl 4 love, 

Thus faitbitl Jack in ev'ry clime,. 





i waa ta en by the Foe<!, ’twas the fiat o{ fate 

When tho t brings to my mind my once 
happy fiate, 

I %h LwhiJe I tug at the oar! 

Hard, hard is my fate ! Oh! how galling 
my chain I . ^ 8 

My life is fleer’d by mifery’s chart; 
And tho againft my tyrants i fcora to com- 
plain, 

I Jrf? cafe my full hXrt • 

I ‘hough 1 feel 

Yet my breaft bJeeds for her I adored 
While round me the unfeeling biilowsl 
will dafh. j • » \ 

I figh!—and ftill tjjg at the oar. 

How fortunedecctves.I had pleafurcin tow, ' 
*he port where Ihedwelt,in view: 

But ‘he wilh'd nuptial morn was o'er cloud» 

€d with woe ; 

And dear Anna, f was hurried from vou! 
Our asilop was bosrded^S: E bourne away. 
To behold mj Anns no more * 

But delpaipvafles my fpirits, my fort® 
feels decay ! 

H® figh cipk'd at the oar- 





^he Oid Maid’s lafl Pmysr.. • 

C OMS you prcuy taaidcns^ ionie oidcfj 

fom^s I ^ « 

You ill havs got iwcsiheartSj l»utlma£lftay 

l 08 l^'£Tj 

Some fmieMs to® e5g55^*e«f haopily *narned, 
Alas, hew «aequ;a!y tuch things irs eartted ! 

h iim'ijsr, a petiTis^sij a tiisker. a’ taylo?.^^ 

A Edict, s pedier, a p'loisghnaan a faiipr ; 
Come g€a^l^3CoaQe*^impl3fCome foolHliiConic witty 
Come ccra®£ Isi me a matclntakf me out of pi^yi 

I have a after SiUy, yo«ng« 

She/^as h mp.ny fifsetheartSj ihe s obhg d lo de* 

/ them.* ' , , 

Iliiever was guilty <rf denying .anr 

Vo!i all ItnQw lav heart, I’d he thankful for any, 








